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Neo’s Necklace 


by orphan_account 


Summary 


Part two of the Sageverse prequel series 


Take Me to the Forest 


I walked through the forest, not planning on working today, as the fireflies flickered around me. I 
had a headache. I felt like I should just lie in the dirt forever, until somebody buries me. 

I threw my body down onto the grass, getting my hair dirty, uncaring. I sighed for a moment, 
before gripping the dirt around me in frustration, feeling my body wanting to cry. 

I just had to hide myself. I needed to protect myself, for me and my only friend. He doesn’t deserve 
my problems. He doesn’t deserve to listen to my words, see my face. I don’t deserve to breathe the 
same air as him. I’m just a mistake, anyways. My parents told me as much. 

I can’t handle this fucking persona anymore, it’s driving me crazy. I wish I had my ax so bad. Then 
I just give myself a little scrape as punishment, and everyone would think it was an accident. I 
don’t care about the sting of the breeze. I don’t care about the fabric rubbing against it. I don’t 
fucking care about anything. That’s me. I’m strong. I’m tough. 

My body shook as tears finally forced their way down my face. I sobbed loudly, covering my face 
with my flannel. I’ve failed my friends, I’ve failed my family, I’ve failed at everything I ever 
wanted to be. I'll never have a partner. I’ll never be happy. 

I’m a worthless, pathetic, whiny, annoying, obsessive, needy, stupid, self-destructive, clingy, 
nervous, anxious, moody, emotional, boring, weak, bitchy, little fucking freakish mistake. 

My breathing was getting out of control. My thoughts were fast and uncontrollable. I was losing 
myself again. I needed to run away from everyone, before they got hurt. Nobody wanted me. I 
needed to find a rope. I kept running and running for a while, shaking and unstable, until I saw 
something on a tree stump. 

A golden necklace. I walked closer to it, until I read a note attached to it. “Protect this with your 
life.” 

I sat by it, processing the situation. My mind quickly started to calm down, as I tried to figure out 
what was going on. I put on the necklace, hesitated, and stood back up. 

The unexpected situation snapped me out of my panic attack, forcing myself to get my shit together 
in case someone was nearby. What the Hell do I do now? What the Hell am I doing? Ugh, fuck. I 
just need to go back home. 

It was clearly getting very late. I tried not to think about the strange circumstances around the 
pretty necklace I was wearing. I tried, but I failed. I thought I saw something behind a tree behind 
me. I thought I heard some of the leaves crunching. I thought I was having another episode. 
“Give...me...the...necklace.” I heard a man whisper, very close to my ear. “Or I'll take it for 
myself.” 

A knife suddenly started making its way towards my neck. My flight or fight kicked in. I started to 
run, but not before I felt a sharp pain across my neck, feeling blood trickling down my chest. I ran 
as fast as I could, letting out screams of pain and fear. 

I should have just given him the necklace, but I wasn’t thinking straight. I trusted that damn sticky 
note more than my life. 

My life? Why was I even running? No, no, you will not die. You need to live for your friends, if 
nothing else. Keep fucking running. 

I was running out of breath. I was young, but I was also exhausted. The air made my body scream 
at me to stop, but the footsteps and shouting coming from the man made my body scream at me to 
never stop. The pain eventually made me have to stop, as I stumbled to the floor, facing the man, a 
few feet away from me. 

He wore a dark purple robe, and other dark clothing, including gloves. He looked to be in his late 
20s to early 30s. He was probably seven feet. As he kept stepping closer, the glow of the fireflies 
let me see some specific facial features. Black, medium length hair, and dark blue, cold, calculated, 
uncaring eyes. I glanced at him for about five seconds, before a man jumped in front of me, 
making my heart drop. 


He wasn’t facing me, though. He was facing the man, holding him at gunpoint. 

“STAY THE FUCK AWAY! PLL KILL YOU! TLL BLOW YOUR FUCKING BRAINS OUT!” 
The man shouted, in a British accent. The hooded figure raised his arms up, hesitated, and then ran 
away. 

The man’s arms were shaky, as he stayed locked in that position for a while, before finally letting 
his arms drop down, in pure relief. He turned to face me. 

He wore a yellow sweater, black sweatpants, black shoes, and a red beanie, with messy brown hair 
coming out of it, mainly all on one side. He looked to be in his late 20s, over six feet. He looked at 
me with his brown, shaken eyes. 

“Fuck. Close one, right?” He said, with a smile. 


Into the Bunker 


I was in a long, dark, metal hallway, with dim, flickering lights. After reaching a door, the man 
pressed a button, and spoke into a speaker nearby. 

“Tt’s daddy.” He said. A moment later, the door buzzed, and opened slightly. He opened it for me, 
and we both walked inside. 

There were multiple rooms, some of which were clearly still being filled. We made our way 
towards a blue bedroom, where a young girl sat on the bed, with a button near her, seemingly used 
to allow entry to the bunker. 

“What...what?” I stammered, finally feeling safe enough to speak. 

“First of all, ’m Ashton. Nice to meet you. Second of all, I mainly brought you here to tend to your 
cut. We don’t want that getting infected.” He explained. I paused. 

“THE KILLER, THE NECKLACE, THIS ROOM-” I said, feeling like I was going to lose it again. 
“Shhhh, too many questions. You’re safe. I’m safe. This is a safe room. This necklace will 
eventually keep you safe too.” He said, confusingly. I went to speak, before the man brought out a 
medical kit to help with the cut across my throat. “Don’t speak, it’I] hurt.” 

I had to sit there, trying to sit still, to be calm, as this stranger tended to me, all over this stupid 
necklace, with this random girl watching. 

My eyes had no choice but to study her while I waited. A light blue dress, small white socks, light 
blue eyes, and white hair in pigtails. She looked to be around thirteen. 

“T’m Indigo.” She said, breaking my uncomfortable staring. 

“Y’m Ember.” I replied. The conversation didn’t advance any further. 

“Done.” He said, after a long, long time of keeping my neck in the same place. By now, the girl 
was eating Cheez-Its, and I just wanted to go home, and never see that stupid necklace again. 
“Don’t ever take off that necklace.” Ashton warned me. 

“WHY NOT?” LT asked, incredibly annoyed. 

“Just trust me. I saved your life. Isn’t that enough?” He questioned. He paused, before adding, 
“You’re free to leave now. I’m sure he’s gone far by now.” 


Prologue 


It had been a long, long time since then. I was a lot older now, and yes, I’ve never taken the 
fucking thing off. Except when I’m, like, showering, or something. 

I sat on the couch in the library, doing research for school, when I saw a girl watching me. She 
noticed that I noticed her, and she sat across from me. 

“Hey. I’m Willow.” She said, happily, innocently. 

“Uh, I’m Ember.” I said, holding back my laughter, from this girl’s weird, but intriguing behavior. 
“T like how you look. I’ve seen you in school. I think you’re cool. Let’s be friends.” She said, all 
very quickly. I laughed this time. 

“Sure.” I said, feeling relaxed with this bizarre, cheerful, hyper girl already. 

“T like your necklace, by the way.” She added, with a smile. 
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